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Reviews 

Poems, by Herbert Kaufman. George H. Doran 
Company. 

According to an English critic, "Mr. Kaufman plays 
no stringed instrument; he beats upon the drum of life." 
Upon the ear-drums would have been nearer. These are 
distinctly poems of purpose. Why Are You Weeping, 
Sister? and The Waiting Woman are propagandist treatises 
on the 'social evil, and many of the other poems remind 
one of boxers, prize-fighters and similar heroes, whose 
only apparent mission in life is to be strong. And Mr. 
Kaufman's poems are victimized by this excessive gym- 
nastic exercise — they are essentially muscle-bound. The 
spirit of them is strenuous, to say the least. It is 
representative of a tendency of many minds who picture 
Evil, Injustice, Wrong, as if it lived in some definite, 
given place; and they are going out to find this bearded 
creature crouching in its lair and fight it, by St. George, 
with naked hand. But the search is inevitably fruitless; 
the glory is in the shouting and the arming for battle. 
And to this militant spirit is added the aggressive, progres- 
sive insistency of modern America. This is your Hour 
belongs distinctly to the do it now school of commercial 
optimism. 

This is your hour — creep upon it! 
Summon your power, leap upon iti 
Grasp it, clasp it, hold it tight 1 
Strike it, spike it, with full might 1 
If you take too long to ponder. 
Opportunity may wander. 
Yesterday's a bog of sorrow; 
No man ever finds tomorrow. 
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